THE    MEMOIRS    OF
'Why in hell don't you make haste? Come on, quick!*
There was a threat in the voice that made Rashleigh pick
up his jacket and hurry into the adjoining room,, where he
found half a dozen roughly dressed men, fully armed, and
the two constables fast in a drunken slumber, their heads
lying on their arms on the table.
'Now/ said one of the men in a voice which Rashleigh
recognized as that of his companion, 'get some fire-sticks,
We'll set fire to the hut and burn it, and these blasted dogs,
together.'
The new-comers, with cries of assent, set about obey-
ing their leader's order, while Rashleigh looked on in
horror.
Tor God's sake,' he interposed, "don't be such fools as to
burn them. You can make a safe get-away without murder.
They won't wake to give the alarm for hours.'
*Hold your damned tongue,' rasped the leader, swinging
round on him threateningly, *or we'll handcuff you and
throw you neck and crop into the fire and roast you like a
snake in a log.'
Ralph's reply was cut short by the man clapping a hand
over his mouth and running him easily out of the hut with
the other. He was trundled along for a short distance, and
then the two of them turned to watch the flames rapidly
blaze round the lock-up. All his hard experiences had not
calloused Rashleigh's heart, and he turned sick as his
Imagination pictured the two constables waking to find them-
selves trapped in a roaring furnace* He could only hope that
a door or a window-shutter had been left unfastened; but the
same thought also occurred to his captor.
*Has anyone fastened the jigger and jumps (door and win-
dows)?' he called to the men near the blazing pile.
*Yes, I did,' answered one of them. *I took care to
166